CHAPTER H

IN THE SHADOW OF THE
GOLDEN TEMPLE

rriHE compass of devotion directed the feet of the
1 homeless pair to the city of the Golden Temple,
Daulat Ram, with his lifelong love of the Sikh
gurus, decided to settle in Amritsar, and, in a series
of weary and footsore stages, the fugitives trekked
down to that haven of refuge.

In the depths of the yawning city, sprawling like
an octopus in devious alley ways, a new life awaited
the couple, Where before had been the placid
river, the sound of prayers, the vista of crops and
plenty, was a dirty network of streets and a vast
number of ill-dad people. Where before had been
authority and power was misery and a sea of un-
known faces.

They misled the old sadku, who had been
thek rock and comfort, and tome longing for a holy
shade in which to rest thek tired limbs brought
them to the vicinity of the Darbar Sahib, Then;
at least, they felt spiritually at home, and could
forget the depressing surroundings, The kwping
of t cow added to thtk material comfort, and tibt